# saw a cargo heli the other day flying over tv highway

Neon Finn

    On an lux referb oil platform, a small rustic lab Company of Alchemists - was doing inventory
before their list went out with DBA Lucky Face Co to service other Lab Science Stations on the Orb
Chain.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

    "Orb Chain Tower, this is Lucky Face Station, Service Stop 57 - We're about to disembark for
Lucky Face Station Stop 52 - The Denderite Farm OutPost. Lucky Face One Full." And clicked
the button off.

    "Loud and Clear Lucky Face, Tower Reads." Said a the shadow of a man in a sky scraper in
a thick stand of glass and starlight. The empty streets of the evening we're sureal and silent.

    The man on the phone with the Cargo Helecopter walked down the hall in the building as he
continued to glance outside - almost chasing the light in the puddles on the street. 

    The city was pindrop silent - a sheer diamond in the night. Dancing Rain waxed and wanned.

    He sighed and swayed his hips and studdied what seemed to be some sort of painting on the
    wall - a seal of mirrored shape collections, feathers and bangles.
    
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

    The Jungle was Quiet. Lucky Face Had been nothing more than a Senior Security Graduate at
the Dashboard of his Co when an entire Jungle Went up For Sale on a Gov Hassle Plee Channel
and the Young Ranking Official had Nabbed the Chore with A DBA from his Strats and headed
out into the Feild with a Battery Powered Fan. As he walked through the jungle he thought to
himself what small social ills had bootstraped the next era of humanity into this lush - dangerous,
and airheaded wealth.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

    A Girl in a Neon Finn Skirt looked through her Alechemy Co slides as she listened to a seagul
who though she'd escaped the weather - even for a mild coast.

    ---------------------------------------------------------------------------    

    The Blond Stone was a Flat - Straight Back Rectagle. The Resedents we're all roommates,
they liked to think of it - more of - as a mall. They were all professional folks - and kept their
own hours - and all liked to save space by Parloring together in their Mall at all hours.

    They Like to go down to a lake.

    "Why do you even let that guy fuck up onto you like that? He doesn't even intelegencia
with us."

    "He listens to our comments when we watch movies in my room all the time."

    "And Sometimes he asks questions."

    "Yes in the no box."
    
    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

    It's kinda cute that way though, and maybe it's just not polite to say.

    ------------------------------------------------------------------------

        "We're All kind of connected - " Said Walrus, and Lion stopped to listen from a terrace above.

        "Hey Guys!" The Guerila interjected bursting onto the scene.

        "I think I'm one of us!" he Jazzed nodding excitedly.

       Lion Laughed.

        "I think what our good man is trying to say here - " he said putting his arms around Guerila.

        "Is it's a bit of a missing peace at nexi's house." Guerila had to agree and bounded off cross-hops professional query 
into the dark.

       "A Love so cryptic?" Lion giggled sheepishly.


---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

	The Sliver of a Moon, in the Black Night - lit down on the site of a Graveyard Scene - 
that was Quite Convincingly a Menasing Miazmic Effect - with it's lopsided grave stones looming
in the Curls of the Mist - dotted about while - an Owl Sitting on the Most Lopsided Lump of Stone Hatched with 
Sleepy Sighs of Grass out of the egg of Grim Nods a white light cartoonified it's apperition until a couple of the lumps
of loam sturred in their beds catalizing perfectly heretical horror in the Churp of the Icy Stars.

	"I hope you have that long to spair." Said the Man from the Sea of Glass to the empty air as he pulled on the arm 
of a gravestone angel and decended a flight of stairs in an eternity of unresolved harmonies.   